GENEVA

BATTLER [rising] I shall go home.

WIDOW [rising] You shall not. Here at least we
have come to the real business of this court; and you
want to run away from it. If a man of you stirs I shall
shoot. [Panic].

BOMBARDONS. Hands up, Ernest [politely holding
up his own].

THE WIDOW. Listen to me. In my country men
fight duels every day. If they refuse they become
pariahs: no one will visit them or speak to them: their
women folk are driven out of society as if they were
criminals.

BATTLER. It was so in my country. But I stopped it.

JUDGE. Yet you want to fight a duel yourself.

BATTLER. Not for etiquette. For satisfaction.

THE WIDOW. Yes: that is what men always want.
Well, look at me. I am a murderess [general consterna-
tion]. My husband wanted satisfaction of another
kind. He got it from my dearest friend; and etiquette
obliged me to kill her. In my dreams night after night
she comes to me and begs me to forgive her; and I
have to kill her again. I long to go mad; but I cannot:
each time I do this dreadful thing I wake up with my
mind clearer and clearer, and the horror of it deeper
and more agonizing.

BATTLER \Jlinching]  Stop this.  I cannot bear it.

BBDE. Who is this woman? What right has she to
be here?

WIDOW. My name is Revenge. My name is
Jealousy. My name is the unwritten law that is no
law. Until you have dealt with me you have done
nothing.
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